KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

"What possessed you to run away and give your
mother such a fright, you young scoundrel?'*

The man was genuinely angry; but Mummy came in
directly behind her husband. Her face was in shadow
so that the boy could not take his cue from her and,
therefore, did not answer.

"Well? Lost your tongue? What was wrong? Own
up, don't be afraid. There must be some reason for
running away. Anybody hurt your feelings?"

Edgar hesitated to reply. Anger and pique revived in
T*fm. Should he justify himself? He raised his eyes and
looked at his mother. She was still in her husband's
huge shadow, but the boy saw her make an unwonted
gesture. She slowly raised a finger to her lips, and her
eyes implored silence.

The child's heart warmed* He understood that she
was begging him to keep her secret. How proud and
happy he felt that she should ask him this service. Pull-
ing himself together, he said:

"No, Dad! I was having a lovely time. Mummy was
ever so good to me. But suddenly I felt I had to do some-
thing thoroughly naughty. So I ran away.'5

Herr Blumental looked at his son dubiously. He had
expected anything but this, and was disarmed by so
abject a confession.

"Well," he answered, "if you're sorry, there's no more
to be said. Another time I trust you will reflect before
behaving so rashly." He gazed kindly down at the boy
and his voice took on a softer tone. "You're looking a bit
pale, but you've grown a lot since you left home. Don't
be up to any more childish pranks. You are no longer a
kid, and must try in future to be reasonable. . . ."

Edgar gazed fixedly at his mother. There was a
gleam in her eyes he had never seen before, they were
moist and bright, while round her mouth played an
elfin smile which seemed full of gratitude.